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get a train of cheerful ideas, or hang myself by to-morrow
morning.
-----------To be a dog, and dead,
Were paradise, to such a life as mine.
LETTER  XXXVIII
MR.   LOVELACE,   TO   JOHN   BELFORD,   ESQ.
Wednesday, Sept. 20.
I WRITE to demand back again my last letter. I own it was my mind at the different times I wrote it; and, whatever ailed me, I could not help writing it. Such a gloomy impulse came upon me, and increased as I wrote, that, for my soul, I could not forbear running into the miserable.
'Tis strange, very strange, that a man's conscience should be able to force his fingers to write whether he . will or not; and to run him into a subject he more than once, at the very time, resolved not to think of.
Nor is it less strange, that (no new reason occurring) he should, in a day or two more, so totally change his mind; have his mind, I should rather say, so wholly illuminated by gay hopes and rising prospects, as to be ashamed of what he had written.
For, on reperusal of a copy of my letter, which fell into my hands by accident, in the hand-writing of my cousin Charlotte, who, unknown to me, had transcribed it, I find it to be such a letter as an enemy would rejoice to see.
This I knpw, that were I to have continued but one week more in the way I was in when I wrote the latter part of it, I should have been confined, and in straw.